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purgatory 


i love dark shit and that's why i wrote this story. 
i loved the idea but my writing kind of ruined it, its short and quick, and i bet it would make alot more sense 
if written in chapters. anyway i hope somebody likes it. 


| don't even know how it happened... it was quick and sudden. a gazelle crossed the road from nowhere, and 


when janne hit the brakes, the car slipped on snow and... that was it. that's all i remember. 


when i woke up i was barely able to move my right arm, it hurt like hell and i knew for sure it was fractured. 
i looked up and found myself staring into the space. the car was on the edge and for a second i thought 
gravity stopped working, there wasn't even room to open my door, the front seats were practically hanging on 


air. i looked to my left and saw janne still passed out. 


i hurried to the back seat then pulled janne back as well, i quickly got out the car and dragged him with me. 


seconds later i wouldn't have made it out. i couldn't believe i survived this. i couldn't believe i survived .... but 
janne didn't. 


+++++++ 


to stay with him and i did. i couldn't handle being alone in our house. i didn't believe any of it. because it wan't 


real. or was it? 


day one : ‘shock’ i didn't even cry. i was scared and sad, very sad. i felt it all. the fear, the sadness, the panic 


but i couldn't act on any of them. i guess people call it trauma. 


i sat down all day and lied down all night, i didn't do anything... i didn't sleep but i wasn't awake either. my brain 
was't fully functioning. one moment i would be thinking about you, the other i wouldn't even remember what i 


was doing. 


day two : ‘denial’ henkka begged me to stay longer he was worried i would hurt myself... guess i was known for 
that. but i refused. unlike the first day i had a desire to be alone. i craved to be tortured by myself. so i went 


back home. 


the house looked huge and i felt so tiny... i couldn't fill the space however much i tried. i didn't know if it was 
the house i tried to fill or the hole in my chest. i still don't know if anything is the same anymore. who am i? i 
know my name, i remember everything, but it doesn't feel real. | don't feel real, i look in the mirror but i don't 


see me..... | see you janne, looking at me instead. 


day three : ‘anger i was constantly depressed so i don't think depression is gonna make it on the list. i dared to 
enter our little practice room that day and pick up the guitar. despite all the lights and the noise, it was dark 
and silent. the world felt so lonely without you... i kept an eye on your keyboard, and i was disappointed 


everytime i looked and found your chair empty. 


one final chord and i threw my guitar at the keyboard smashing them together. "i hate you! you're the worst 
thing ever happened to me! i wish we never met!" i screamed as loud as i could i was still in shock and i was 


still in denial. but you weren't gone. i felt your presence. 


day four : ‘purgatory’ i woke up that day and felt arms around me, i froze at the sensation... i didn't have time 
to think or guess who that was i quickly turned around and saw you. "good morning, allu" when i heard your 
voice i broke into tears and hugged you tight. it must have been a dream. you tried to loosen my grip around 


your waist so you could see my face, but i refused to let go. 


"allu, what's wrong? why are you crying?" i looked up at you, and kissed your sweet lips for minutes. "ok i 


day five : ‘tranquility’ i woke up very late that day, and decided to take a shower. i was constantly thinking 
about you. i couldn't get you out of my head not even for a minute. while i was drying my hair with the towel 
i heard you laugh. i gulped. i walked slowly to the living room and saw you sitting there, watching tv. i dropped 
the towel and ran to you. again. this time i didn't take my eyes off of you. i was afraid i'd lose you if i looked 


away. 


when the movie was over you towered over me and started touching me. it all felt so real. i couldn't tell the 
difference between reality and fantasy, and i couldn't care any fucking less. i was forcing my eyes open even 
as you drifted to sleep, i tried very hard to stay awake but i had to pass out eventually. luckily when i woke 
up you were still there. and we were together for a week. seven days of happiness until jaska and henkka came 


for a visit. 


day eleven : ‘uncontrollable’ our bandmates came to check up on me. i tried to act normal, but it was very 
hard with you interrupting me. i wasn't shocked that they couldn't see you, but you didn't act like you saw 
them either or even heard me talking to them, you were just talking to me as i was talking to them. i couldn't 
understand what they were saying, i had them repeating every question at least twice. and then one minute 
you started laughing outloud and i just lost it. i shut my ears and closed my eyes and i shouted "Goddamnit 


janne shut up!" 


when i opened my eyes, all three of you were staring at me. i freaked out at the site, i felt like you were all 
conspiring against me. i couldn't pretend anymore i told them everything and all i got was that concerned look 
on their faces. that pitiful look that says ‘you need help' when they left i tried to talk to you but you gave me 
the cold shoulder. and i hated it. you know how much i hate it. 


day twelve : ‘hospitalization’ i woke up to the sound of jaska's voice “i'm so sorry alexi" i was being dragged by 
two men into a mental van i tried to stop them and explain the situation but they didn’t let me. and that was 


+++++++ 
"ive been looking here for minutes... i can't find it" "alexi asked for that precise book jaska" 
"well, good luck finding it in his messy... house..... henkka did you hear that?" "what?" 

"the keyboard, the fucking keyboard!" they both ran to the practice room. 

"oh my god...... the keyboard ....i's playing... jaska this place is fucking haunted" 


8 days later 
"i thought i'd see you here .... i just wanted to give you this. i found it in alexi's room" "thank you" henkka 
closed the door and went to the practice room where jaska was. they were emptying their bandmates’ house 


to put it on sale. 


"i think alexi left us a letter." henkka sat down next to jaska and they read the letter. 


"it was janne... he told alexi to kill himself....he couldn't leave without him" henkka said in disbelief. 


"sometimes love turns to hate, henkka. just like how alexi hated janne for leaving. janne hated alexi for staying’ 


jaska turned around and gave janne's keyboard a ferocious stare. 


